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IDA OF TOKENBURGH: 


OR, THE FORCE OF JEALOUSY. 





(Continued.) 


‘THE young count Henry of Token- 
burg, the friend and ally of the father of 
Ida, had frequently been at Kirchberg, 
but had never seen the beautiful Ida, 
ofwhom all the attendants of her father’s 
court spoke with admiration. Curiosi- 
ty prompted him to endeavour to obtain 
a sight of this lovely but reserved maid- 
en. He therefore assumed the habit 
of a pilgrim, put on a long false-beard, 
stained his countenance of a pale hue, 
and taking his harp on which he could 
play exquisitely, went to the castle of 
his friend, the baron of Kirchberg. 
There he sat himself down on the pil- 
grim’s-seat, and sang to his harp. He 
was soon surrounded by the attendants 
of the castle, who listened with admira- 
‘tion to his melodious voice, and his 
matchless performance on his instru- 
ment; but he saw not yct the beautiful 
Ida. He then proceeded to relate to 
his wondrous auditors an invented sto- 
ry of the dangers he had endured. All 
listened to his tale of woe with moist- 
ened eyes, and all offered charitable re- 
lief to the unfortunate wanderer. 

‘ Now came likewise Ida, not attract- 
ed by his melodious song, but by his 
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tioned him with a commiserating and 
soothing voice. The brave count, at 
the sight of so much beauty became con- 
fused and silent. He accepted from the 
hands of Ida, a noble gift, and receiv- 
ed at the same time in his heart one af 
the most ardent arrows of love. 

‘A few days after he returned to 
Kirchberg in his real character. Ina 
confidential interview, he discovered to 
the father of Ida his passion for his 
daughter, the artifice by which he had 
obtained a sight of her, and his eager 
wish that he might be deemed worthy 
toobtainher hand. The baronconducts 
ed the manly and accomplished youth to 
the apartment of Ida. ‘I bring you,” 
said he, ‘ my daughter, the aged pilgrim, 
at the story of whose misfortunes you 
shed so many tears. He may now try | 
the experiment whether in his real | 
person he can make a similar impress- 
ion on you. He is count Henry of To- 
kenburg.’ 

‘Still more silent and more confused 
than when he first beheld the beaute~ 


ous Ida, stood now the count before 


the lovely maiden. With looks ex- 
pressive of the tenderest love and res~ 
pect, he at length entreated that he 
might be permitted sometimes to see 
her, and [da ranted his request. Seon 
they saw each other every day; and 


| their interviews produced in the hearg 
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confidence, and at length became love. 
Henry solicited the invaluable gift of 
ber hand and her heart. She replied 
as became a modest maiden, according 
to the manners of hertime : but a deli- 
cate blush, a tender trepidation, and a 
gentle sivh, discovered sufficigntly her 
true meaning. 

‘ During a whole year count Henry 
solicited the hand of Ida; her heart he 
had before... At length her father gave 
his consent, and she surrendered her 
maiden lips to the kiss of love imprint- 
ed on them by the ardent youth. He 
was ready to expire with cestacy; for 
see, Julia, scey when that beauty liv- 
ed! 

‘The count now took his beauteous 
affianced bride home to his court on a 
visit. There she now, for the first time, 
made her appearance among the knights 
and ladies of it; and you may casily 
conceive how soon and how eagerly the 
more youthful of them pressed around 
her. She perceived all without atiending 
to their assiduities ; for her whole heart 
was deyotedtoher Henry. The fervid 
glances of the admiring knights never 
excited the least emotion of vanity in 
her modest heart, and yet was count 
Henry jealous.’ 

‘Jealous! how could that be possi- 
ble?” 

¢The manners of those times were 
licentious, and from the females whom 
he had known he drew his conclusions 
respecting kda—In fine he was jeal- 
ous. Every friendly glance which Jda 
might cast on a knight, every smile, 
every word she addressed to another, 
though she could not avoid uttering it, 
drew on her the distrust of her lord. 
He at length avowed suspicion in strong 
and even harsh terms: and Ida return- 
ed to the solitary castle of her father, 
sooner than perhaps Henry himself 
might have wished her.’ 

‘To remove, no doubt every cause 
for jealousy. Good and amiable wo- 
man !’ 

‘Hear now, Juliay what followed. 
The father of Ida was engaged in a 
fierce contest with the count of Kiburg. 
There hadlong been a deadly feud be- 
tween their two houses, which had de- 
scended frem father te son for seyeral 





generations. There was likewise an 
animosity between the counts of Kiburg 
and the house of Tokenburg which was 
in strict alliance with that of Kirchberg. 
Various circumstances had increased 
this animosity into violent enmity, and 
the three families bad mutually sworn 
the death and dest. uction of each other. 
Their martial bands were drawn up in 
urray; and the young count Kiburg, 
the only son of his house, was at the 
head of his father’s troops. In a battle 
which ensued, he was separated from 
his followers. ‘Fhe father and lover of 
Ida came upon him, as he attempted 
to climb a steep rock, and bade him 
surrender; but the young count brave- 
ly drew his sword, resolved to defend 
himself to the last extremity, and after 
a long conflict with his antagonists, fell 
beneath their repeated blows. 

‘ Think, Julia, what must have been 
the grief, the despair, the fury of the 
father of the youth, when he learned 
that his only son, the hope of his old 
age, the heir of his name, the pride of 
Kiburg, had fallen by the hands of his 
bitterest enemies.—The aged warrior 
shed no tears, but franticly leaped up, 
called for his arms and swore the most 
terrible oath, that he would never lay 
aside his sword till he had washed his 
hands in the blood of his enemies ! and 
all related to or in alliance with them. 
His rage seemed to elevate his grief, 
and the hope of vengeance to soothe in 
some degree the painful sense of his 
loss. Ile could find no time to shed 
tears, while those who had deprived his 
son of life yet lived and enjoyed the 
light of day. His grief was changed 
into a determined resolution to take ven- 
geance, which alone occupied all his. 
thoughts. It seemed as ifthe youthful 
hstrength of his son had been suddenly 
super-added to the judgement and ex- 
perience ofhis old aye. 

‘ The baron of Kirchberg and his af- 
fianced son-in-law heard of the formi- 
}dable preparations of which the aged 
knight was making against them, and 
laughed inthe pride of self-confidence. 
Ida alone, the gentle Ida, was alarmed * 
at the vindictive rage of the unhappy 
father of Kiburg. She was incessantly 
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and fearful forbodings haunted her both 
sleeping and waking. 

‘ When the day arrived on which her 
father and the count were to leave her, 
and take the field against their enraged 
and implacable enemy, Ida, dissolved 
in tears, with difficulty suffered her 
Henry to tear himself from her arms, 
and after his departure the count still 
heard in her loud lamentations, the voice 
of love, and his noblest triumph. 

«‘ They left the inconsolable Ida with- 
in the strong bulwarks of the castle, 
and marched to meet the troops of their 
enemy. Their attack was vigerous, 
but still more furious the opposition 
they encountered. The aged Kiburg 
showed himself every where like an a- 
venging angel, apd his sword cut 
through the thickest ranks. ‘ Kirch- 
berg?’ exclaimed he—‘ Tokenburg ! 
where are ye, ye murderers of my 
son :’——At length he feil in with the 
young count Tokenburg. ‘ Now,’ said 
he, ‘either you or I must fall !’ and 
furiously brandished his glittering 
sword. Tokenburg, who had never 
known fear, now trembled, impressed 
with the imagination that he saw the 
bleeding shade of the son hovering 
round and protecting the aged father. 
Cautiously and feebly fought the young 
count, while the thirst of revenge nerv- 
ed the arm of the old warrior with new 
vigour. His sword alighted on the 
helm of Tokenburg, who staggered, 
stunned but not wounded.‘ Vengeance ! 
My son” exclaimed the aged knight. 
He discharged another blow, and To- 
kenburg fell powerless from his horse. 
‘Take him, exclaimed Kiburg to his 
followers.‘ Your heads shall answer 
for him. Away! Carry him to Kirch- 
berg.—Now gracious heaven give into 
my hands the other murderer !'—~He 
said, and sprang forward to seck the 
father of Ida. 

‘After the fall of Tokenberg his 
troops fled. Kirchberg had already 
been wounded in the beginning of the 
battle, and obliged to retire from the 
field. His flying squadrons hastened to 
him with intelligence that count Henry 
was taken prisoner. ¢ Taken prisoner |’ 
exclaimed he, and, seizing his helmet, 
mounted his horse to return to the field; 








but the pursuing foe drove all before 
them, and he was obliged to retire for 
safety to the heights. 

‘ He was now ng longer able to keep 
the open country, and returned with his 
troops to Kirchberg; but before he 
arrived there, he strictly forbade all his 
followers to mention that count Henry 
was made prisoner. When he approach- 
ed the castle, Ida came forth to meet 
him; but when she saw that he was 
alone, and that her beloved Henry was 
not with him, she turned, and fainting, 
sank in her father’s arms. A false as- 
surance that the count was well, dissi- 
pated, in some degree, her alarm ; but 
she still lamented that he should con- 
tinue so long absent. Some days after, 
while she was with her father, again 
inquiring and again receiving assurance 
that her lover was neither killed or 
wounded, the door of the hall opened, 
and a messenger in the livery of Kiburg 
entered, 

‘Count Kiburg,’ exclaimed he, ‘has 
directed me to inform you, knight 
Kirchberg, that seven days hence he 
will hold a criminal court on count 
Henry of Tokenburg. On the grave 
of his murdered son shall count Token- 
burg lose his life by the hand of the 
executioner, to avenge the bloud of 
the young count of Kiburg.’ 

‘Baron Kirchberg answered not a 
word, but clasped his daughter, who, 
with a piercing shrick, sank in his 
arms. After waiting a long time, the 
messenger at length asked, ‘ what an- 
swer shall I carry back to count Ki- 
burg?” The haughty spirit of the 
baron now yielded to his feelings: he 
burst into tears, and said, * describe to 
count Kiburg the scene you have wit- 
nessed ; and entreat him, in my name, 


‘to have commiseration on an unhappy 


father ! 
(To be continued.) 








ANECDOTE. 


A Barrister as remarkable for pleasant- 
ry as a good appetite, on hearing it re- 
marked what a quantity of ham he had 
eaten at breakfast, observed, that he nad 
been only taking extracts from Bacon's 
Abridgement, 














i 


4) 
} 











Coated hisears. The soundse 


‘mained visible 


| Speen 








NEW-YORK WEEKLY MUSEUM. 





» 





RAYMOND ; A FRAGMENT. 
(Concluded.) 

HE was turning round, in order to 
prosecute his intention, when a vivid 
flash of lightning, succeeded bya dread- 
ful clap of thunder, burst over the spot 
on which he was standing, and seemed 
to rend the firmament. He stood ap- 
pulled; never had dread seized him in 
so powerful a degree before ; and he had 
ange ct ad ¢rom the shock it 
had ¢ bn en another shriek, 
ér than either of the former, 
ed to is- 
arom a spot not far distant He knew 
not which track to pursue; and ws be- 
wildered ina place, the labyrinths of 
which he was totally unacquainted with. 
His senses were confounded; agd he, a 
second time, questioned himeelt wheth- 
er it would be more acyisable fo pro- 
ceed orreturn. He felta peculiar eome- 
thing throb within his breast prompting 
him to the former: It was not merely 
a common sensation which he now ex- 
perienced ; asensftion which n.ust nat- 
urally arise from the desire of dispens- 
ing succour tothe unhappy; but asome- 
thing. he knew not what, blended with 
that which rendered al! return imprac- 
ticable. He felt as ifhis own happiness 
were implicated with the present adven- 
ture; and, scarcely had he determined 
to proceed, when he perceived a light 
burst from a place at no great distance 
He had not the least doubt but that the 
slirieks he had heard must have proceed- 
ed fromthence. Hegrasped his sword, 
| ejaculated a prayer to the director of 








all events, andrushed with alacrity to the 


place whence the light issued’ The 
rain now poured from the swoln clouds 
_ wiih tremenduous fury, and the hoarse 
thunder resounded reiteratedly along 
the perturbed vault of heaven. Raymond, 


. undaunted by the rage ef the storm, 
: rushed on, totally occupied with the 


hopes of giving his feeble aid to the pi- 
tious mourner. 

Tt was not long ere his twinkling guide 
| conduct ed him tothe front ofan ancient 
‘tower, whose walls were tottering un- 
der the decay of time. The light re- 
at the broken casement 
from whence he fist observed it, and 








yams traversed around the moss covered 1 


walls in order to find an entrance. It 
was not long before he perceived one, 
to his great joy, open. As he was 
about to enter, a loud peal of thunder 
shook the hoary pile to its foundation ; 
and he, ejaculathg another prayer to 
Heaven, entered with a firm step the 
massy portal. He proceeded alonga 
dark passage, which conveyed him into 
a spacious court-yard. The aspect of 
the place, although greatly decayed, 
still retained its native grandeur. 

Whilst Raymond stood musing on the 
extraordinary adventure, which had 
drawn him thus far from his home, he 
perceived another light issue from a 
small casement, and almost instantly dis- 
appear. A violent crash now broke up- 
on the reigning silence, and scemed to 
convulse the earth. The seund indica- 
ted it to be the falling ofarmour. The 
dread it occasioned in the mind of Ray- 
mond can better be conceived than de- 
scribed ; however, his ruffled spirit soon. 
overcame the shock ; and by the assist- 
ance of a'sudden flash of lightning, he 
perceived a small door situated at the 
extremity of the place in which he was. 
This was an entrance intothe small tur- 
ret from whence the light had before 
appeared and vanished, He advanced 
firmly before it, and found it fast; but, 
on applying-his strength, it flew open, 
and its harsh creaking hinges gave a 
dolcful jar. He now found “himself at 
the foot ofa mouldering staircase, and 
was ascending it when he distinctly 
beard foot-steps from above, and, almost 
instantly afterwards, two successive 
shrieks resounded through the totter- 
ing edifice. The sound, thrilling as it 
was, added fresh vigour to the soul of 
Raymond, since it confirmed the object 
of his solicitude to be in the turret in 
which he was; and, quickening his 
pace up the crazy steps, he soon arri- 
ved at a landing place. 

The first object that presented itself, 
was an old suit of armour lying on the 
ground, which had evidently just fallen 
down and occasioned the sound before 
mentioned. Raymond approached it; 
but judge his horror, his astonishment, 

when he, assisted’ by the rays of a glim- 
mering lamp, perceived it still to con- 
fine within its rusty frame the skeletgy 
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ef a human being. The sight sicken 
ed him; he recoiled with disgust, and 
proceeded onwards, muttering a prayer 
for the soul of the poor departed mortal. 
In a few moments he arrived in a 
large Gothic chamber, in which a drea- 
ry lamp was suspended from the ceiling 
But upon his entrance into this gloomy 
ehamben, atremenduous clap of thunder 
burst over the edifice, and appailed him. 
A secret impulse directed his attention 
to a smal] door at the further end of the 
room. He distinctly heard footsteps 
from within, and a faint voice exclaim, 
‘Ob, spare me! spare me!’ which was 
succeeded by a deep and convulsive 
groan. He sprang towards the door, 
which being only a-jar permitted him to 
enter; but oh, what a dreadful spectacle 
presented itself to the astonished Ray- 
mond. He beheld a man, brandishing, 
exultingly, adagger, reeking with blood, 
over the body of a female, who had fal- 
len a victim to his barnparity. His sav- 
age triumph wus not long lived; for 
Raymond soon gave him that reward he 
so justly deserved, and thus, revenging 
the death of the murdered female, sent 
his loaded soul to expiate his mortal 
crimes in the regions of eterna! misery. 
He now approached the corpse of the 
unfortunate fair. On beholding her 
distorted countenance, a sudden shiver- 
ing seized him, his strength failed him ; 
he tottered a few. paces back, and fell 
senseless onthe floor; —It was Miranda. 











ANECDOTE. 


Sotimawn the IId. used frequently to 
say, that though a great Prince may 
love the treason, he must detest the trai- 
tor; and that no men deserved amore 
severe punishment, than those who dar- 
ed to make a traffic of the public con- 
fidence. When this Prince laid siege 
to Rnodes, a traitor offered to put him in 
possession of the place, and the Em- 
peror engaged to bestow upon him one 
of his daughters in marriage, on con- 
dition that the enterprize should suc- 
ceed. It did succeed; and the Sultan, 
on being reminded of his promise, 
brought forth his daughter covered with 
gold and jewels, and assigned to her a 
considerable dowry, Then turning to- | 











wards the tfaitor, You see (said he to 
him) that I scrupulously adhere to my 
word. But (continued he) as you are 
a Christian, and my daughter is a Ma- 
homedan, I cannot by our laws give her 
till you are a Musselman both within 
the skin and without it; you are there- 
fore doomed to be entirely stripped 
of that baptized and uncircumcised skin 
you carry about you.” With these 
words he gave ords is intended 
son-in-law should, 
he should be p ! 
with salt, thereby to assume the sk 
a true Mahomedan, and that when t 









converted, his consort should be con-: ., 


ducted to him. The mandate was 
punctually executed, and the traitor 
reaped ng other fruit from his treach- 
ery, than an untimely death fraught. 
with torture, 

30+ 


DEPRAVITY IN OLD AGE. 


A decriped man, a tinker, in low 
circumstances, in the neighbourhood of 
Spitsheld (Eng.) some time ago buried 
his wife, about a month after which, he 
took home asecond woman; buthis lae 
bour not answering their expences, they 
separated, and he took a third, who, like 
the other two, was fond of the juice of 
the juniper; she did not live long: four 
days after he took a fourth, who was al- 


so fond of white port, alias gin: prom- | 


ised to marry her; but after a sound 
sleep, forgot his promise and fell in 
love with a fifth; the former being jeal- 
ous of the latterythey fought an obstin- 
ate battle. People interposed and sep- 
arated the combatants; the man being 
the cause of this indecent scene, he was 
about to be taken up, but found his safe- 
ty in flight. The parish-officers, how- 
ever, went in search after him, for his 
immoral conduct, and for being a nui’ 
sance to the neighborhood. 


4+ 
A Mr. Wyman, who was famed for 
nothing but stupidity and indolence, as 


he was going from home one day, was 
desired by his wife, not to be gone su 


much—* She wasafraid to be leftalone.” | 
—* Poh,” said he, “ WVourht is neverin 


danger.” “1 kriow that,” said she, ‘ but, | 
Noughte wife ia,” | 
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A POEM. 
Translated from the original Irish. 


THE parting sun-beam dances on 
the smooth surface of the water, dart- 
ing his lengthened rays through the 
thick foliage, where the gentle Ze- 
phyrus sighs amid the quivering leaves 
of the tall poplar, inviting thee, my 
Anna, to partake of its shade ;—the 
humble willow weeps thy absenee, and 
the wren droops her wings in sorrow, 
and trills no more the soft notes of de- 
light, unless enlivened by thy presence. 

And wilt thou not come, my Anna, 
as thou were wont, and with thy smiles 
give new life to the fading flowers of 
the garden foot; where the soft grass 
invites thy step, and the daisy springs 
to kiss thy feet ? 

Come, my Awna, thou charm of my 
youthful heart ; come, that 1 may press 
thy beauties to the bosom of love: 
Come, that I may view the soft expres- 
sion of delight that glows in the mild- 
ness of thy blue eyes. 

The sun has withdrawn his beauties 
from me, and hid his glory beyond the 
wood-clothed summits of the western 
hills; yet a Jast ray tinges the fleecy 
cloud with red, and prolongs awhile the 
existence of day. 

Where art thou, my Anna? Hearest 

_ not thou the accents of love swell along 
the vale? Hearest not thou the sigh of 
suspence float on the wings of the 
wind? Ol come! and scothe my woes 
with thy smiles, and beguile the passing 
hour with the song of love, whilst sur- 
rounding nature, charmed with thy 
harmony, responsive echo—re-cchoes 
sweet symphony. 

Thou comest, my Anna, sweet to my 
soul as wild honey to the taste of in- 
fancy—welcome to my sight as the 
nospitable fire-side to the cold, weary, 
ind benighted travelier. 

Thou comest, my Anna, love dancing 
in thine eye, and pleasure, blended with 
impatience, beaming on thy counten- 
ance——Ah! why, my Anna, didst thou 
stay ! Come to my arms, thou child of 
innocence and virtue—bestow on me 
the guardianship of thy purity and never 
eave me more—when sleep weighs 


| 


thine head on my enraptured bosom ;— 
i will watch thy slumbers as the tender 
mother watcheth her young ;—and 
when thou wakest, my Anna, these 
arms shall shield thee from the rough 
wind, 


ANECDOTE. 


} The house of a clergyman, in the vi- 
cinity of Islington, England, was lately 
broken open and plundered. The rob- 
bers, on taking leave, wrote on a piece 
of paper, which lay ona desk—* Watch, 
as well as pray.” 
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LINES 

Accompanying a present of Plutarch’s Lives. 
This cluster of benignant Stars receive ; 

Whose lengthen’d radiance will illume thy 

mind : 

Sav’d from the horizon of Oblivion’s grave 

To cheer our gloom,and humanize mankinds 
The arts, the arms of Greece, beam here sub- 


lime ; 
And firmer Glory of Rome’s powerful name ; 
Here glow, unfolding, through the Night of 
Time, 
The Warrior‘s Fire, the Patriot‘s purer 
Flame. 
OS momptenntion 4 
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DIVINE PROVIDENCE, 


God preserves his works conforma- 
bly to the same wisdom with which they 
were created. Astronomers have, for 
many ages, been observing the annual 
motion of the earth in the ecliptic, and 
never have they seen the sun so much 
as a single second, short of, or beyond 
the tropics. The sunneither movesin 
the circle of the equator, which would 
set the earth on fire, nor in the meridi- 
an, Which would produce an inundation 
of water: but his course is traced in 
the ecliptic, describing a spiral line be- 
tween the two poles of the world. In 
this harmonious course, he dispenses 
cold and heat, dryness and humidity, 
and derives from these powers, each of 
them destructive by itself, latitudes so 
varied, and so temperate, all over the 
globe, that an infinite number of crea- 
tures of an extreme delicacy, find in 
them every degree of temperature a- 








reavyy on my Anna’s eye-lids, recline | 


t dapted to the nature of their existence. 
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Gist of He BUSES: 
THE CHOIGE OF A WIFE BY 
CHEESE. 








A man whose name was Pimni:co ; 

He lov’d three sisters passing well, 

But which the best he could not tell. 
These sisters three, divinely fair, 
Shew’d Pimlice their tenderest care: 

For each were elegantly bred, 

And all were much inclin’d to wed; 

And all made Pimlico their choice, ; 
And prais’d him with theirs wectest voice. 





THERE liv’d in York, an age ago, 





Young Pim, the gallant and the gay, 
Like ass divided ’tween the hay,- 
At last resolv’d to gain his ease, 
And choose his wife by cating cheese. 
He wrote his card, he seal’d it up, 
And said with them that night be’d sup; 
Desir’d that there might only be 
Good Cheshire cheese, and but them three; 
He was resolv’d to crown his iife, 
And by that means to fix his wife: 
The girls were pleas’d at his conceit ; 
Bach dress’ herself divinely neat ; 
With faces full of peace and plenty, 
Blooming with roses under twenty. 
For nel Nancy, Betsey, Sally, 
Were sweet as lillies of the valley ; 
But singly, surely buxom Bet 
Was like new hay und mignionet; 
But each surpass’d a poet’s fancy, 
For that, of truth, was said of Nancy; 
And as for Sal, she was a Donna, 
As fair as those of old Crotona,* 
Who to Appelles lent their faces 
‘Fo make up madam He/en’s graces. 
To those the gay, divided Pim 
Came elegantly smart and trim ; 
When every smiling maiden, certain, 
Cut off the cheese to try her fortune. 
Nancy at onee, not fearing—earing 
To shew her saving, eat the paring; 
And Bet, toshew her gen’rous mind, 
Cut, and then threw away the rind ; 
While prudent Sarah, sure to please, 
Like a clean maiden, scrap’d the cheese. 
This done, young Pim/ico replied, 
** Sally Enow declare my bride: 
With Nan I can’t my welfere put, 
Vor she has prov'd a dirty slut; 
And Betsey, who has par’d the rind, 
Would give my fortene to the wind. 
Sally the happy medium chose, 
And I with Sally will repose ; 
She’s prudent, cleanly: aud the man 
Who fixes on a nuptial plan 
Can never err, if he will choose 
A wife bycheese—before he ties the 
noose.” 





*Ap les, from five beautiful virgins of Cro- 
%na, Sen the beautiful Helen, diving 














THE SULTANA. 


SHE came, soft Icaning on her favorite’s arm, 

She came warm panting from the sultry hours 

To rove mid fragrant shades of orange bowers. 

A veil, light shadowing each voluptuous 
charm, 

Fine spun as if aerial spiders wove 

A web todeck, not hide, the form of love, 

Played round her limbs half seen—a wreath 
of gold 

Contin‘’d breast, that swell‘d its tender 
fold, 

And with impatience sweet to burst its bond- 
age strove. 

Never will nature in her loveliest mould 

So fine a model for a Venus frame, 

As stood the goddess that before him came: 

There = the enlighten‘d eye of taste be- 

d 


Where o’er her form the flowing outline 
glides, i 

Which in soft wave now swells and now 
subsides : 

There that harmonious grace, so rarely seen, 

That wins its way each mark‘d extreme be- 
tween, 

And swift to stony hearts the shaft of passion 
guides. ; 


THE WILD HONEY SUCKLE. 


FAIR flower, that dost so comely grow, 
Hid in this silent, dull retreat, 
Untouch’d thy honey’d blossoms blow, 
Unseen thy little branches greet— 
No roving foot shall find thee here, 
No busy hand provoke a tear. 


By nature’s self in white array‘d, 
She bade thee shun the vulgar eye, 
And planted here the guardian shade, 
And sent soft waters murm‘ring by ; 
Thus quietly the summer goes 
Thy days declining to renose.. 


Smit with those charms, that must decay,,. 
I grieve to sce your future doom ; 
They died—nor were those flow’rs less gay— 
The flowers that did in Eden bloom ; 
Uniting frosts, and autumn’s power 
Shall leave no vestige of this flower. 


From morning suns and evening dews 
At first thy little being came ; 
If nothing once, you nothing lose, 
For when you dic you are the same ;. 
The space between is but an hour, 
The frail duration of a flower ! 


~—D+o 
PAINFUL LOVE,. 


TO love is painful it is true 
And not to love is painful too : 
But, ah! it gives the greatest paia 
To love, and not be low’d agam. © 
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The British East India ship John Paimer, 
QWeek ly QVRHlruserwit, was nan the bomsion of March, off Ovan, 
Shree nE REE cee eer peeoeeeet and all on board perished. 
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NEW-YORK : 
SATURDAY, MAY 21, 1814. 


WEEKLY RETROSPECT. 
a ro . 

LAST weck, we announced the capture of 
Bordeaux by Lord Wellington, which event 
happened on the 12th of March; and this 
‘week, by two arrivals from France, bringing 
accounts from that country as late as April the 
9th, and bythe cartel ship Fair American, 
from Liverpool, bringing papers to the 8th of 
April, we have the very my ant information, 
that, after three days hard fighting under the 
walls of Paris the 8th, 29th and 30th March) 
the allied army, of 180,000 men, had entered 
that city on the Sist, by capitulation, at the 
moment they were about storming the city ; 
and that they were negociating a peace with 
the French senate, independent of Bonaparte. 








It is also said, that Bernadotte only had en- 
tered Paris, at the head of 20,000 men, who | 
kept his troops under the most severe disci. | 
pline. That the allies do not pretend to give | 
2a Master, but to leave the French people to | 
chuse one for themselves; that the English 
@ommander at Bordeaux has declared the 
same; that it is said the people of France 
were pleased with the idea of a new order of 
things; and that the excise officers of the Na- 
poleon code were afraid to do their duty. 

Bonaparte, by the last accounts, was at 
Fontainbleau, with 80,000 men, and the Em- 
press, with the young King of Rome, and the 
Court, it is said, had retired to Orleans. 

Lyons was taken the 2ist of March, and 
Toulon, and most of the south of France, it | 
is said, were no longer in possession of the | 
Napoleon forces. 

Louis Antony, duke of Angouleme, husband 
$o Maria Theresa Charlotte, daughter of the 
Jate unfortunate king of France, had erected | 
the Bourbon standard at Bordeaux, in the | 
name of his uncie, the Count of Artois, second | 
brother to the late king, and heir-apparent to | 
F gpk of France, who now resides in Eng- 

and. 

Two new frigates, on the stocks, were burnt 
at Bordeaux, by the French, to preveat their | 
falling into the hands of the English; who, it 
appears, had taken a 74 gun ship that had 
been used as a guard-ship. 

The British enumerate nine frigates cap- 
tured at sea from the French, within the | 
course of afew months, after the most despe- 
rate fighting on both sxles. 

A yery large feet sailed from Cork and | 
England, the beginning’of April, for British 
America, having on board, besides some 
troops, the skeletons of two frigates, and 
some smaller vessels, destined for the lakes, 
and 700 seamen, with a number of naval offi- 
gers ond artilieers, 








|| city. 
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We hea®nothing material from our Minis- 
ters —It is said Messrs. Gallatin and Bayard, 
by the last accounts, were at Amsterdam, 
waiting the arrival of Messrs. Clay and Rus- 
sel; after which, the British government 
would send Commissioners to meet them at 
Gottenburg. 

The Creek Indians, it is said, had surren- 
dered, and proposed a treaty with the U S. 
which was to be immediately concluded; and 
several of the principal ringleaders and mur- 
derers of the whites had been given up. 

On Monday last, a soldier belonging to the 
U. S. 42d regiment, stationed at Staten Island, 
was shot, for deserting more than once, and 
taking the bounty repeatedly. | nother man, 
under the same sentence, after witnessing the 
execution, was reprieved. 

A daring attempt, it appears, has lately 
been made at the navy-yard near Washington, 
to burn one of the old frigates there, and the 
new one building near her. 


Rupes. 
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MARRIED. 

By the rev. Mr. Matthews, Mr. Peter I Ne- 
vias, of the house of Smith & Nevius; to Miss 
Margaret Lent, daughter of Mr. James W. 
Lent. 

By the rev. Mr. Williston, Mr. Jonathan 
Colfax, to Mise Catharine Herbert, both of 
this city. 

By the rev. Mr. Kuypers, Mr. Hypolite Bar- 
.cre, to Miss Sophia Delapigrre, both of this 
city. 

By the rev Mr. Mason, George L King, 
printer, to Miss Maria Hall. 

By the rev. Mr. Williston, Mr. George Gro- 
shon, to Miss Catharine Minuse, all of this 


By the rey. Mr. Kuypers, Menry B. Hager- 
man, esq. of New-York, to Miss Ann H, o- 
gert, of Franklinton, New-Jersey. 

By the rev. Mr M‘Clay, Mr. William Cor. 
biere, to Miss Harrict Davis, both of this city. 


OGtiaty. 
DIED. 

Mr. Thomas Johnston, aged !7. 

Mr. Philip Warner, aged 66. 

Capt. Samuel Stiles, of Baltimore. 

Mrs. Hannah 8. Walker aged 62. 

At Newtown (Penn.) Mr. William C. Re« 
binson, of Trenton, printer, aged 32 vears 

At Philadelphia, Mr. Richard Folwell, of 
that city, printer. 

Killed, under the walls of Paris, Col. Rapa- 
tel, late aid to Gen, Moreau, and well keown 
in this city, 
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